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The, Man From
e 1rce Pmes.

(Will Levington Comfort in Kansas City
Star.)

Unripened manhood, journeying from |
the fields to the town, is & marvelous, |
yet a precarious, undertaking. Young |
Luther went to Wittemburg, and from |
there foundered Rome with his en-
lightenment: young Burns went to
Dumfries and dissipated his genius;
young Whittington went to London and
became lord mayor;, young QGarfield
went to Cleveland and was brought
there again for burial, Ward and
Wanless, both 19, journeyed from their
farms to the metropolis of their state
—and here is the story:

The two had high hopes, but little
capital, so they walked most of the
200 miles; and one night they waited
for the dawn, and watched meanwhile |
with sleepless eyes the lights of the
¢ity. An early spring morning—every-
body knows the moment, when robinsg,
sparrows and milk wagons control the
activity—such was the advent of Ward
and Wanless. These two saw for the
first time how nature looks when col-
lared and creased and cravated. A
city is nothing more than man-handled
ouidoors,

During the thirty-eight yvears which
covered tne united lives of Ward and
Wanless, a forest background and in-
terlying fields had been their world—
»hite fields in winter, green and gold
in summer. Ward had toiled earnestly,
contentedly on his father's farm just
out of Three Pines; Wanless, on the
farm adjacent, had toiled erratically,
dreamily.  His hand had been at the
plow, while his mind and heart were in
the midst of the metropolis, its schemes
and commerce and history. Three Pines
called the pair “chums,” but the esti-
mate was incorrect. Ward was the
slave, and Wanless, the master. This
condition of affairs was one of the last-
.ing and mysterious arrangements of |
babyhood.

Ward's mental structure was of the
slow, enduring kind; the mentality of
Wanless was meteoric. The former
bowed his compact intelligence before |
the passing brilliance of the unfixed |
star. The dreamer was a tall, slender
young man with gray eyes, closely
cropped, red brown hair and straight, |
sharply cut features; the plodding|
Ward Is merely a lay figure, and his |
appearance may be imagined. In a |
word, the material chances of these two
boys may be estimated. The outlook of
Ward pointed toward sucgess in life,
the qulet honors of good citizenship,
the modest weaith which the years win
for a hard working, intelligent farmer
or merchant. On the contrary, Wan-
Jess seemed destined to achieve a co-
Jossal failure—a failure like Blaine's,
who wanted the presidency and re-
celved & mortal disappointment; a fail-
ure like Napoleon's, who wanted the
world and got a rock in the midst of
the sea.

Ward, strange to say, was more for-
tunate in obtalning a position. He was
instalied as elevator boy in the large
and honorable wholesale dry goods firm
of Broad, Wells & Co. Wanless walked
the streets, his pride Killing him by
inches, not because he was responsible
for three extra holes per day in Ward's
meal ticket, but because Ward had ob-
talned a position before him. At last
an agent for a certain brand of ency-
clopedlas came to the rescue and said
to Wanless:

“Your clothes are off color, and you
look hungry, but you may have the
vital spark. TI'll give you $10 for every
set vou sell, and you won’'t keep me
digging for eagles at that. What kills
book agents is"just this: They're not
deep in the beginning, or they'd be at
something else”’—

Wanless paled. The agent plunged
on:

“They rig up a little superficial yarn
and give to everybody alike—one that
would take with one man in a thou-
sand. If they ever strike that man
he's either broke or closed to litera-
ture. . ... You've got to be deep and
natural, and know your prey. When
you find a weakness, you've got to jab
there and uppercut there and swing
there—till its jelly—then get out your
order blanks. One of our men took poi-
son day Dbefore yesterday. He had a
little ‘cuticle-spiel’ that he shoved out
on all occasions, and he couldn’t find
a twin soul.”

These words busned into the brain
of Wanless. He left the office as one in
a trance. All that day, learning from
door to door, he built his story and
perfected it. At night he was too tired
to sleep, so he planned digressions and
supplements and constructed revised
versions for the variety of cases. The
failures of the day returned to him,
with their faces and mannerisms, and
he thought of what he would do and
say if he had another chance at these
failures. So days passed on. He wished
the city was larger, and learned with a
thrill that he had a gift of expression.
He studied as no hook agent ever
studied before, and became formidable.
One morning he entered a house at
8:15 and staggered out at 11:30 with an
order and a partial pavment. He had
strained every fiber in his brain. and
he was ready to shout from joy nnd{‘
faint from fatigue.

With his first $§10 he bought a hat, |
shoes, collars, cuffs—and continued to |
ventilate Ward's meal ticket. The
fourth week he sold three sets and
purchased himself & handsome suit of
clothing. Ward, ten hours a day at his
elevator, without the grace of a knight
errant, but with the love of a brother,
still cared for the incidental expenses,
such as bed and board. And now Wan-
less began to save money.

A year elapsed. We'll glance at the
palr on & spring Sunday morning.
Traces of the farm boy and Three Pines
sUll lingered iz the manner and upon
the person of Ward, but V§aniess was
studiously of the city—an immaculately
dressed young man with a fresh com-
plexion and clear eyes of stony gray--|
eyes that could be quite fascinating |
when the mind so willed, but in the |
presence of Ward, the mind of Wan-
less was elsewhere,

*I wish I were back in Three Pines
this morning,” Ward said longingly.

“That complacent, bigoted, eternaliy
foolish burg?™ ‘Wanless sneered.
“Nitroglycerine couldn’'t blow me back
there."

“I'm going to church: won't you come
along?"’ Ward pleaded.

Every Sunday for a year this ques-
tion had been asked and Ward had
gone alone to church. On this morn-
ing.-Wanicss glanced peculiariy at the
other and replied that he would go
along. Ward was gverjoyed.

At this period the plodder was earn-

$12 8 week and saving $2. Broad.
Wells & Co., had boosted him from the
elevator and placed him in one of the
departments. Wanless was averaging
360 a week, and saving $55. A word to
explain this success: The book agent
had fared indifferently, until his mind
seized the plan to “work” public school
téachers—young, hopeful, unmarried
women on salary. Wanless was young,
bandsome and compelling. With con-
summate delicacy he appealed to the
vanity of these ladies, and pointed out
the great vaiues in an educational way.
He was richly dressed; he was impar-
tially eharmed by each and evéry per-
Sonality among the army of teachers;

he cailed; be cailed again—and got or- |.
payments.

| luminated initials, and beautifully col-

ders
At the church on this pa
‘morning, money was being raised to

b i

build an addition. Ward was mortified
that his companion’s first visit should
prove so unfortumate, but Wanless
was not disappointed. His fertile brain |
did not shut down on Sundays. When |
Ward's gentle soul was prevailed upon !
$2 worth—a widow’s mite indeed—Wan-
less arose and In a modest way sub-
scribed $26. That was a _good invest-
ment,

He became a regular attendant—soon
began to stay for the children's ses-
sion; in a few months he was victori-
ously guiding an obstreperous class of
youngsters. Finally he became super-
intendent of the Sunday school. At
the end of his first year in this capac-
ity, he was presented with a costly
gold watch, inscribed: “To the super-
intendent; From the Affectionate Mem-
bers of the Sunday School.” On that
first Sunday, Wanless had reasoned
that the school teachers could not last
forever, so he began to clear new acre-
age.

The encyclopedias, having served
their purposes, were summarily drop-
ped. He was now 23—possessed be-
tween $5.000 and $7,000, and none of the
bad habits which harm pbyeicaly and
cost much. He also possessed ideas—in
this case the ideas were Father Time's
notes for a million. He bought a smalil
tract and obtained options on a large
tract of land adjoining, in an outlying
portion of the city, a portion logically |
adapted for refuse. Thousands of dol- !
lars had been spent by the city to for-
tify itself against this waste, for the
reason that invisible towers of malaria
ascended from it. Upon heavy bond
paper, with convincing statements, il-

ored plats, Wanless reclaimed this foul
marsh,

Then largely observed, vet without
ostentation, he gave $100 to the church
for foreign missions and began a se-
ries of Thursday evening talks to
young men. He was now the arch and
the idol of the church, sought after and
talked about. There were sore hearts
among the city teachers, not because
of the still maturing payments on the
“sets,” but because of the compelling
zeal of the statesman and the shock of
its sudden stoppage simultaneously
with the order. And there were eager
hearts among the godly young women
of the church. No handsome young
pastor ever wrought such heart beats.
Mothers made him a shining example
for their sons; fathers patted him on |
the back: the daughters and sisters— |
here was the pathos—eyes of night and
smiles of morning, eyes of azure and
hearts of midday—these were the offer-
ings of the daughters and sisters. Here,
too, Wanless was master, something to
each, nothing to all.

At the proper moment he inserted big
ads in the religious papers and began
to eut the more ripened edges of the
crop, Like the convict who has tun-
neled with infinite patience for years,
he emerged at last into open air, but
he still had to get away.

The industry and intelligence of
Ward had borne fruit. He was now |
head of one of the dJdepartments at
Broad, Wells & Co. Ward was among
the first to put his “little all” in the
Wanless subdivision., . A young widow
with a suffering hedrt and $2,000 insur-
ance was called upon. When Wanless
departed the widow had dried her eyes
and was happy in the thought of a
grand investment and a life-long com-
petency from Wanless' reai estate.

With these gains, he put a smile on
certain corners of the subdivision, and
added a few dreams in regard to its
future. Then he went after the big
game—the stanch churchman and
financial pillars. He worked fast, night
and day; the advertisements worked;
his past and his presence worked;
those with money already in, worked;
the mothers and the daughters worked.
To Wanless a babe In arms was an
opportunity. The tiny fists which he
filled with confections returned to him
in dollars of the realm—a thousand
fold. Block after block on the bond
paper subdivision was marked with the
red stamp, “Sold.” The church owned
three-quarters of the Wanless subdi-
vision. The remaining one-fourth was
seized by the members of other
churches.

Into the smaller towns, Wan'ess jour-
neyed to visit the chief men in a re-
ligious and financial way. He would
griv the palm of such a citizen, smile
into his eyes, call him “brother;” mod-
estly show the gold watch and the be-
loved inscription and say: “Your name,
my dear sir, is a household word in the
families of our church,” He would also
put more red on the bond-paper subdi-
vision and preceded by his advertise-
ments start for new communities,

Long ago the book agent had said: |
“You've got to be deep and natural and
know your prey.” Wanless had not
forgotten. He also. directed his can-
nonade toward the weak spot, and so
pitiably often in man and woman, did |
he find the weak spot—vanity.

The whole subdivision was sold, and|
before Wanless transferred his business
from the church to the downtown por- |

| tion of the city, he did two important |

things. First, he gave the church $1,000
for a big window to be known, as the|
elders gratefully suggested, as “The |
Wanless Window.” Here was the deep
secret of the man's vanity. Secondly,|
he married Miss Marion Harvey, a|
sweet and beautiful young woman, |
whom the plodder, Ward, had gently |
and hopefully courted for five years,

There was no blow between the two
men—only silence which was the more !
deadly in Ward's case. The plodder
could have happily given his right arm
or his future hopes—but not the woman
he loved—t{o Wanless, who might have |
had any woman for the asking. ’

In the year which followed Wanless ,
floated cement and telephonme stock—
floated it so high that the keels were |
warped, and his dream of a million was !
realized. Then started in the reaction. |
The Wanless subdivision slumped back |
into a bew of sewerage, and shot its |
towers of malaria to high heaven; and |
in “the Church of the Beautiful Win- i
dow" doubts grew into mutterings and
mutterings fell again to despair. The
feeling of the church people finally
reached the heart of the eity and the
day came when Wanless (rated a mil-
lion now) would have been unable to
sell Standard Oif stock at 19. He de-
termined to live in New York, Before
departing he was oddly impelled to
Seek Ward.

In the pathetic and fragmentary nar-
rative of the lay figure, Ward, one
worthy thing stands out boldly. When
Wanless called to say goodby before
leaving for New York, Ward huskily
told him to keep on going until he
reached hell, or words to that effect.
Then Ward, a lonely, sad-faced young
man, resumed his toil of building anew,

Hugo Neiromath, a genius for ma-
nipulation, a faddist for abstruce
mathematical problems, a Belgian by
birth who had outgrown his native
land, a notorious plunger, spendthrift,
promoter and danger—was debating in
his ponderous mind how he might best
approach a eertain young westerner,
Meanwhile he was covering vast sheets
of heavy paper with. the finest, clearest
figures—a work of art to look upon.

upon the floor among other works
m—dzimcrnhua._nh!mm;g
rained more figures. It was this way

that Neiromath planned—his 330
peunds huddled forward upon the rose-
wood desk; his massive, hairy head
within six inches of the paper; his sub-
conscious mind solving intricate and
unavalling problems of calculus; his

active mental energy just now grap- |

pling with the measurements of Wan-
less. His was one of those remarkable
brains which do two things at once,
€ach result being better for the occu-
pation of the other. At length Niero-
math pocketed his pen and raised his
head. That was a facé you would re-
member—a brown, expansive and mul-
ti-wrinkled forehead; black sparks for

| eves, enveloped in the expanded glands

which come from over-rich food and
drink and lead to gout and apeplexy.
The rest was heavy black beard, tinged
with gray.

This was ome of New York's human
wonders—50 years of age., unmarried,
without kin, yet he spent $70,000 a year,
and the amount was as necessary to
his as bread is to the laborer. Dec-
ades had made it so. Moreover, he
worked as few men worked. Two or
three mornings later, young Wanless,
who now looked older than his years,
but who ‘had happily augmented his
fortune in the big city, was accosted
by Hugo Neiromath. The latter began:

“Ve have vatched eauh odder a long
time—yes? 1 vant to meet you better
~—call mit me upon. By the vay'—

He thrust a card into the young
man’s hand. Uleromath also dropped
in a word of information that proved
immensely valuable, for Wanless, upon
learning something of importance of
the name affixed to the card, acted
upon the fugitive bit of information
and “cleaned up,” so to speak. The
next day he dropped in upon Neiro-
math and incidentally upon a suite of
offices the luxuriance of which sur-
passed the most unru'y dreams of the
man from Three Pines. So far a point
was gained for the Belgian.

The two were together for hours—
Wanless talking much and refusing re-
freshments; \Neiromath listening much
and refreshing Timself after the man-
ner of a giant. The westerner departed
exulting, fatigued as he had been after
the first sale of encyclopedias, but with
a renewed grip upon his ambition. He
had made money in New York, yet he
had ngt made his presence felt, had
hardly been noticed, in fact. Wanless
now saw a way. He would use “the
drunken Dutchman” and the latter's
immense resources and prolific ideas!
Straightway he went about it, perfect-
ing his plans, as the boy book agent
had done such a little while ago.

‘When left to himself Hugo Nieromath
muttered: “I am disappoint mit he, mit
myself. T vould make me a partner out
of him, und I find dat he is a voman
robber. Never me mind, I vill take vat
he has”

The moment was happy for the de-
termination of Neiromath, master of
promoters. San Houstonio Petrollum
was in the background—San Houstonio
was the cannonade of Neiromath. San
Houstonio was mentioned and held
back for weeks—talked about and de-
layed. Meanwhile Wanless and “his
partner” were doing things on the
street. For three fearful, wonderful
weeks the man from Three Pines made
American dollars in numbers that hyp-
notized his soul. Neiromath dictated
and made expenses., Then San Hous-
tonio was sprung and Neiromath
staved out. Following fast was the
great parody—the Hila Copper affair.
Wanless began to wriggle. The Bel-
gian said:

“Ve are involving Germany's minis-
ter to .dese United States—eo deeper—
I am vit you—ve will control.”

Wanless, rejecting failuré as impos-
sible, obeyed the superior mind and ac-
knowledged it, a rare thing. The mem-
orable “Ten Days’ Reverses” came,
Wanless staked his last dollar and com-
promised his future. The last proved
to be a criminal proceeding.

He was arrested.

This ciilmax has merely been touched ;

upon. A voélumé would be required to
cover adequately the tragic ‘®ituations
of that month. Neiromath, somewhat
richer, resumed the fairy pen and the
stolid calculus—and remotely forgot his
“partuer.”

His wife called upon Wanless dalty:
Though sHe believed in him with ail
her loyal heart and had nerved herself
for the momentary disgrace, she was
horrified by the startling change which
each day wrought in her husband. His
was a valiant soul to bear prosperity,
and he could labor tirelessly toward
an increase, but the evil day made a
child of him, wrecked him.

“Maridn,” he said one morning, “you
must go to Ward. He will stand for
the bond. I shall die here.”

“Not Ward—any man but Ward,” the
woman whispered.

“He is the only man in the world,™
answered her husband.

The credit man of Bread, Wells & Co.
was preparing to leave for the north-
ern part of the state to adjust a rather
serious matter for the firm, when the
doorman anncunced that a lady wished
to see him. He arose from his chair
suddenly, and his better understanding
stified the name, “Marion!”

Her face was white as chalk, and
every fiber of her womanhood revoited
against the humiliating errand, yet
she told her story.

“I read that he was in jail,” the man
said, strangely. “I have thought of you
every moment, almest. He ruined me,
or I would have the amount of the
bond now—$15,000."

Ward saw that the woman's head
was bowed.

“I will raise the amount—for you,”
he resumed hoarsely, “but if he shouild
jumn the bond"——

“He would go alone,” said the
woman.

And she returned to New York with
an amount sufficient to set Wanless
free. :

The dreamer jumped his bond, but he
went alone: and among the outraged
members of a cerfain church, who were
pledging their future earnings in order
that a certain bhateful window might be
rebuilt, there was one man whose heart
was glad because the dreamer had
jumped his bond.
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